CHAPTER  VIII

A NIGHT ON THE  OASIS  OF JAL-AL-EDDIN

SUDDENLY, about two-thirds of the way from
Dakka to Jalalabad, we ran into a simoon, or
desert storm. The sky turned copper-coloured
and there was a rumble of thunder like the
cough of French seventy-fives before an attack.
We were passing a small caravan of some fifty
camels on their way from Mazar-i-Sharif to India
at the moment when the storm came rolling
toward us. As it struck the camels, they all
knelt with their drivers huddling beside them.
The air grew as opaque as the vilest November
London fog. The wind passed in twenty
minutes. While it blew, however, the flying
sand stung our hands and faces like needles, and
so much of it penetrated three layers of canvas
into the camera-cases that Chase had to take
every bit of his intricate apparatus apart when
we reached Kabul.

It took us more than four hours to cover that
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